'Why ever did they not shoot him? I thought all the merchant
princes were dealt with at the very beginning.'

'Nikolashka is a philospher. He has no opinions. He gave his wealth
away. Now he is a baker.'

1 would not see too much of him, Frossia. You never know with
such people. He may be a fool, and fools are dangerous in dangerous
times. And never go near that Lilian again. I have heard of her husband.
He is a monster. You had better go after your luggage. Come back
before dark/

Frossia came to the 15th Line and collected her luggage. She met
Maria Nikolaevna on the landing. The older woman was courteous but
distant. Frossia told her about Anna. 'She is a Jewess, they never
interfere with Jews,' said Maria Nikolaevna bitterly and then turned
away. Frossia knew herself ostracized. She wanted to cry out: 'But I
feel grateful to you. You gave me so much. Please don't turn against
me,' but she could say nothing to Maria Nikolaevna, and went down
the stairs slowly, burdened with her belongings.

Anna's life was circumscribed, yet she knew some people and she
wanted Frossia to meet them, and now Frossia realized she would have
to tread very carefully. Anna's world was mainly inhabited by people
much better circumstanced than the Parnikovs had been, gallant,
proud, unbending people, and to such she, Frossia, with her muddled
views and rash admissions, must have appeared something of a traitress.
They welcomed her warmly, they remembered her own family, they
offered pity, and she strove hard to avoid them, until Anna shrugged
and remarked that 'some people were made to live like hermits'.

In Moyka, not far from the house where Pushkin lived and died,
were Pavel Pavlovich and his sister, Paulina, morganatic widow of a
minor German princeling. Pavel Pavlovich stood well over six feet
in his socks. He had an untidy beard, wore Russian blouses, white and
usually dirty, their red and blue collar embroidery tarnished and shred-
ded. He smelt of paint, oils and turpentine, and lived in a vast room
crowded with easels, rags, and mostly unfinished canvases. Behind the
bare studio was Paulina's kingdom, two mean little rooms, over-
furnished and overcurtained. Paulina was tall, florid, and vague. Her
brother lived for art and talk. She inhabited rather foggy heights,